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.8 JOHN AND Tibbie's dispute. 

JOHN AND TIBBIE'S DISPUTE. 

John Davison and Tibbie, his wife, 

Sat toastin' their taes ae nicht, 
When something startit in the fluir, 

And blinkit by their sicht 

"Guidwife," quoth John, "did ye see that moose? 

Whar sorra was the cat ? " 
" A moose?" — "Ay, a moose." — " Na, na, Guidman,- 

It wasna a moose, 'twas a rat" 

" Ow, ow, Guidwife, to think ye've been 

Sae lang aboot the hoose. 
An' no to ken a moose frae a rat ! 

Yon wasna a rat ! 'twas a moose." 

" I've seen mair mice than you, Guidman — 

An' what think ye o' that? 
Sae hand your tongue an' say nae mair — 

I tell ye, it was a rat" 

"-^haud my tongue for you, Guidwife! 

I'll be maister o' this hoose — 
I saw't as plain as een could see't. 

An' I tell ye, it was a moose !" 

" If you're the maister o' the hoose. 

It's I'm the mistress o't; 
An' / ken best what's in the hoose — 

Sae I tell ye, it was a rat." 
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12 THE WEE HERD LOON. 

The eldest cries, with half a frown, 
As down his spoon he throws, — 

" That greedy sinner, Eglinton, 
Leaves naething but Pease Brosc." 

The red broke through the earFs pale face, 
The blue broke through the day ; 

He spiur'd his charger to the chase. 
And swiftly they rode away. 

But the curly heads cours'd in his mind — 

For so the story goes, — 
And ever after that they dined 

On better than Pease Brose.' 



THE WEE HERD LOON. 
O THAT I were the wee herd loon 

That basks upo' yon sunny lea ! 
Ilk ither wish I wad lay doon, 

A laddie herdin' kye to be. 

I'd lose the little lear I ha'e. 
And learn the herdie's simple arts — 

To build a housie 'mang the strae; 
To mak' wee neep and tawtie carts; 

To mak' a kep o* rashies green. 

And learn the herdie's gleesome lauch ; 
To mak' a rattle for the wean, 

Or cut a whistle o* the sauch ; 
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THE BAPTEESEMENT O* THE BAIRN. 

Save us aM 
We're ower lang here — come, Meggie, come awa. 
Let's shake the very dust frae aff our feet; 
A fishin* minister! And so discreet 
In all his ministrations! But he's young — 
Maybe this shred of wickedness has clung 
This lang aboot him, as a warning sign 
That he should never touch yourbaim and mine — 
We'll just haud north to Forgan manse, and get 
Auld Doctor Maule — in every way most fit — 
To consecrate the wean. He's a divine 
Of auld experience, and stood high langsyne, 
Ere we were bom; in doctrine clear and sound, 
He'll no be at the fishin' I'll be bound. 
Wae's me, to think the pious Maister Whyte 
In catchin' troots should tak' the least delight! 

But, Andra man, just hover for a blink, 
He mayna be sae wicked as we think. 
What do the Scriptures say? There we are told 
Andrew and Peter, James and John of old, 
And others mentioned in the Holy Word, 
Were fishermen — the chosen of the Lord. 
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THE BAPTEESEMENT O' THE BAIRN. 

Ye'd almost tak* the servant for his wife, 
She's such command ower a* that's said and 

dune — 
Hush! this maun be the cheepin' o* her shune. — 
How do you do, mem? there's a bonnie day. 
And like to keep sae. We've come a' the way 
Frae Edenside to get this bairn bapteesed 
By Doctor Maule, if you and he be pleased. 

We've no objections; but the doctor's gone 
A-shootin*: since the shootin' time cam' on 
Ae minute frae the gun he's hardly been, 

The Lord protect us! Was the like e'er seen? 

A shootin' minister! Think shame auld wife! 

Were he the only minister in Fife 

He'd never lay a hand on bairn o' mine; r 

Irreverent, poachin', poother-an'-lead Divine! 

Let's shake the dust frae aff our shune again; 

Come, Meggie, come awa; I hardly ken 

Which o' the twa's the warst; but I wad say 

The shootin' minister — ^he's ould and gray, 

Gray in the service o' the kirk, and hence 
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THE BAPTEESEMENT O' THE BAIRN. 

It does. The Word gives not the merest hint 
O' guns, an' poother's never mentioned in't. 
They had their bows and arrows, and their slings 
And implements o' war — auld-fashioned things, 
I reckon — for the dingin* doon o' toons. 
And spears, and swords, and clubs for crackin' 

croons; 
But as for guns and shot, puir hares to kill, 
There's nae authority, look whaur ye will. — 
Losh, see! the sun's gaen red and looks askance; 
The gloamin' fa's; but here's Kilmeny manse. 

Hark, Andra! is that music that we hear, 
Louder an* louder, as we're drawin' near ? 
It's naething else I I'se wager my new goon 
The minister's frae hame, and some wild loon 
Comes fiddlin* to the lasses. O, the jads ! 
The minister's awa — ^they've in their lads. 
And turned the very manse into a bam, 
Fiddlin' and dancin'— drinkin' too, I'se warren'! 

Tod, Meggie, but ye're richt; I fear ye're richt ; 
And here's gray gloamin' sinkin' into nich^ 
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